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In taking the bait, the coyote would try to drag the log away. This
effort wore out his strength, and he died within a hundred yards
or so of the bait.
I collected nineteen coyotes that winter. After studying the
specimens I sent to Washington, the Biological Survey pro-
nounced the species new. So far as I know, it has never yet been
named.
The following year I went into Lower California again with
Captain Funke as guide. This time for companionship I took with
me Harry Blagden, who had been with Dr. Walcott's party on
Mount Robson in Jasper National Park. We hunted at first up
near the California border, where the Mexican government was
then conducting a great experiment in irrigation. The desert shone
with canals and storage lagoons. As a result, millions of aquatic
birds had gathered there—tropical birds and migrants from the
North. I never saw so many birds in one place before—heron,
egrets, and all sorts of waders, as well as duck and geese. Later
the irrigation project was abandoned, and now all that region is a
waste once more.
Following that experience, we hunted for sheep down through
the mountains, bagging six of them besides eight antelope and
several red foxes of the desert.
We came out late in the winter, but I went in again almost im-
mediately, this time alone with a guide named Denton. He was an
old hunter who knew Lower California well, and I have never
known a better shot with a shot-gun. We feasted that trip on desert
quail which Denton brought down.
Our route this time was an ambitious one. We travelled down the
Pacific side of the mountains, looking for desert sheep, as far as
Rosario, then quartered back north-eastward, cutting across the
mountains diagonally and coming out at the head of the Gulf of
California. At one time on this arid trip we ran out of water. Our
horses would paw holes in the sand three feet deep in their attempt
to get a drop or two of moisture. Finally they played out on us
altogether. On another occasion I ate some cold boiled potatoes we
had been carrying in a tin pail. They gave me ptomaine poisoning,
and I was very sick until I could get to a doctor in one of the
towns. I had to go to bed for several days.

